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Plenty walked by his side with an healthy, fresh countenance, pouring out from an horn all the various product of the year. Pomona followed with ^a glass of cider in her hand, with Bacchus in a chariot drawn by tigers, accompanied by a whole troop of satyrs, fauns, and sylvans. September, who came next, seemed in his looks to promise a new Spring, and wore the livery of those months. The succeeding month was all soiled with the juice of grapes, as if he had just come from the wine-press. November, though he was in this division, yet by the many stops he made, seemed rather inclined to the Winter, which followed close at his heels. He advanced- in the shape of an old man in the extremity of age : the hair he had was so very white it seemed a real snow; his eyes were red and piercing, and his beard hung with a great quantity of icicles; he was wrapped up in furs, but yet so pinched with excess of cold that his limbs were all contracted and his body bent to the ground, so that he could not have supported himself had it not been for Comus, the god of revels, and Necessity, the mother of Fate, who sustained him on each side. The shape and mantle of Comus was one of the things that most surprised me; as he advanced towards me his countenance seemed the most desirable I had ever seen : on the fore part of his mantle was pictured. Joy, Delight, and Satisfaction, with a thousand, emblems of merriment, and jests with faces looking two ways at once; but as he passed from me I was amazed at a shape so little correspondent to his face : his head was bald, and all the rest of his limbs appeared old and deformed. On the hinder .part of his mantle was represented Murder, with dishevelled hair and a dagger all bloody, Anger in a robe of scarlet, and Suspicion squinting with both eyes; but above all the most conspicuous was the battle of the Lapithse .and the Centaurs. I detested so hideous a shape, and .turned my eyes upon Saturn, who was stealing away behind him, with a scythe in one hand and an hour-glass in t'other, unobserved. Behind Necessity was Vesta, the goddess of fire, with a lamp which was perpetually supplied with oil, and whose flame was eternal. She cheered the rugged brow of Necessity, and warmed her so far as almost to make her assume the features